FEET OF CLAY

for having committed suicide, and to reunite you for all eternity., since
that's all you dream about. I'm merely an earthy figure and what's more
I've got no say in the matter since you pay my tailor's bills."

Jean-Noel had knelt down where he happened to be in the middle
of the central aisle and, clutching the cap full of bank-notes to his chest,
prayed: "O God, protect Papa's soul who was taken from us in an
accident. And also those of Nungesser and Coli."

For, although there were still three hundred hunts in France, and an
old blind lord still continued to have his hounds, his horses, his guests
and his huntsmen blessed, the Atlantic, a year earlier, had been flown
for the first time by Frenchmen, And for the last year Jean-Noel had
included the unfortunate predecessors of Lindbergh in his prayers.

"And then, O Lord," he went on, "let me one day be the Master
of a Hunt like Uncle Urbain. Though I shall be in any case because
Mamma will inherit it from him, and then me afterwards. O God, let
me be everything."

At the same moment Madame Laverdure was contenting herself
with asking: "O God, try and find a way for my Laverdure to take his
two-thousandth today, because if he misses this stag he'll be ill for sure.
And he certainly doesn't deserve that!"

Heads were raised. Jean-Noel and Marie-Ange finished the collec-
tion and went to the sacristy.

A little old man with a vacuous, toothless laugh gave them the
remains of the holy bread.

"Since your family provide it, it's fair that you should have it," said
the sacristan, while the two children ate the little cubes of brioche
among the surplices, chasubles and censers.

The service was coming to an end. The donors stepped out of their
window and moved towards the door with all the slowness and dignity
of a royal family emerging from a Te Deurn.

The blind man came first; everyone gazed at him with respect. To
guide his steps he used on one side a tall ebony cane, and on the other
^4eaned lightly on his niece's arm.

With a final touch of style, permitted by his rank as Master of the
Hunt, he had decided to wear that day, alone among the men, a large
three-cornered hat; more than ever, with his arched thighs, his boots
creased at the joints and his Louis XV clothing, he resembled his
ancestors whose bones slept beneath the flagstones which Valengay had
stained with a reddish puddle.

Everyone met on the village square, which was crowded with sports
cars, limousines, English dog-carts and huge brakes. The morning was
It by a pale November sun; a cold little wind blew across the square:
**a drying wind," the country gentlemen with the long noses said to
<^^^>tiier' ^mon^ t^ose present today many met only once a year,
aad Ipdeed only came for the pleasure of meeting people, of seeing and
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